No. I WITH  THE  VICEROY
[August 2, 1879.]
IT is certainly a little intoxicating to spend a day with the Great Ornamental. You do not see much of him perhaps; but he is a Presence to be felt, something floating loosely about in wide epicene pantaloons and flying skirts, diffusing as he passes the fragrance of smile and pleasantry and cigarette. The air around him is laden with honeyed murmurs ; gracious whispers play about the twitching bewitching corners of his delicious mouth. He calls everything by " soft names in many a musid rhyme," Deficits, Public Works, and Cotton Duties are transmuted by the alchemy of his gaiety into sunshine and songs. An office-box on his writing-table an office-box is to him, and it is something more: it holds cigarettes. No one knows what sweet thoughts are his as Chloe flutters through the room, blushful and startled, or as a fresh beaker full of the warm South glows between his amorous eye and the sun.
'* I have never known Praise of love or \viue That panted forth a flood of twaddle so divine.**
T.D.I.                                                                ?